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RABBI BEN EZRA 



AND OTHER POEMS 




Then, welcome each rebuff 

That turns earth^s smoothness rough. 
Each sting that bids nor sit nor stand but go ! 

Be our joys three-farts pain ! 

Strive, and hold cheap the strain ; 
Learn, nor account the pang j dare, never grudge the throe ! 
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Shall life succeed in that it seems to fail : 

What I aspired to be. 
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Youth ended, I shall try 

My gain or loss thereby ; 
Leave the fire ashes, what survives is gold : 

And I shall weigh the same, 

Give life its praise or blame : 
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As it was better, youth 

Should strive, through acts uncouth, 
Toward making, than repose on aught found made : 
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But all, the world's coarse thumb 

And finger failed to plumb, 
So passed in making up the main account ; 
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All purposes unsure, 
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Fancies that broke through language and escaped ; 

All I could never be. 
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Lasts ever, past recall ; 
Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure : 

What entered into thee. 

That was, is, and shall be : 
Time's wheel runs back or stops : Potter and clay endure. Page 17 . 22 
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That's a new question ; still replies" the fact, 

Nothing endures : the wind moans, saying so ; 
We moan in acquiescence : there 's life's pact. 

Perhaps probation — do / know ? 
God does : endure His act ! 

Only, for man, how bitter not to grave 

On his soul's hands' palms one fair good wise thing 
Just as he grasped it ! For himself, death's wave ; 

While time first washes — ah, the sting ! — 
O'er all he 'd sink to save. Page 46 . . . . .44 



ABT VOGLER 

There shall never be one lost good ! What was, shall live as before ; 

The evil is null, is nought, is silence implying sound ; 
What was good shall be good, with, for evil, so much good more ; 

On the earth the broken arcs ; in the heaven, a perfect round. 

All we have willed or hoped or dreamed of good shall exist ; 

Not its semblance, but itself ; no beauty, nor good, nor power 
Whose voice has gone forth, but each survives for the melodist 

When eternity affirms the conception of an hour. 
The high that proved too high, the heroic for earth too hard. 

The passion that left the ground to lose itself in the sky, 
Are music sent up to God by the lover and the bard ; 

Enough that he heard it once : we shall hear it by and by. Page 66 60 



Sorrow is hard to bear, and doubt is slow to clear. 

Each sufferer says his say, his scheme of the weal and woe : 

But God has a few of us whom He whispers in the ear ; 

The rest may reason and welcome : 'tis we musicians know. 
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It 's wiser being good than bad ; 

It 's safer being meek than fierce : 
It 's fitter being sane than mad. 

My own hope is, a sun will pierce 
The thickest cloud earth ever stretched ; 

That, after Last, returns the First, 
Though a wide compass round be fetched ; 

That what began best, can't end worst, 
Nor what God blessed once, prove accurst. Page "jS . . . 7^ 
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Fear death ? — to feel the fog in my throat, 

The mist in my face, 
When the snows begin, and the blasts denote 

I am nearing the place. 
The power of the night, the press of the storm. 

The post of the foe ; 
"Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form, 

Yet the strong man must go : 
For the journey is done and the summit attained, 

And the barriers fall. 
Though a battle's to fight ere the guerdon be gained, 

The reward of it all. Page %-^ . . , .82 
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Grow old along with me ! 

The best is yet to be, 
The last of life, for which the first was made : 

Our times are in His hand 

Who saith 'A whole I planned, 
Youth shows but half ; trust God : see all nor be afraid ! 



II 



Not that, amassing flowers. 

Youth sighed * Which rose make ours, 
Which hly leave and then as best recall ? ' 

Not that, admiring stars. 

It yearned * Nor Jove, nor Mars ; 
Mine be some figured flame which blends, transcends them all !' 
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III 

Not for such hopes and fears 

Annulling youth's brief years, 
Do I remonstrate : folly wide the mark ! 

Rather I prize the doubt 

Low kinds exist without, 
Finished and finite clods, untroubled by a spark. 

IV 

Poor vaunt of life indeed, 

Were man but formed to feed 
On joy, to solely seek and find and feast : 

Such feasting ended, then 

As sure an end to men ; 
Irks care the crop-full bird ? Frets doubt the maw-crammed 

beast ? 



Rejoice we are allied 

To That which doth provide 
And not partake, effect and not receive ! 

A spark disturbs our clod ; 

Nearer we hold of God 
Who gives, than of His tribes that take, I must believe. 
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VI 



Then, welcome each rebuff 

That turns earth's smoothness rough, 
Each sting that bids nor sit nor stand but go ! 

Be our joys three-parts pain ! 

Strive, and hold cheap the strain ; 
Learn, nor account the pang ; dare, never grudge the throe I 



VII 

For thence, — a paradox 

Which comforts while it mocks, — 
Shall life succeed in that it seems to fail : 

What I aspired to be. 

And was not, comforts me : 
A brute I might have been, but would not sink i' the scale. 

VIII 

What is he but a brute 

Whose flesh has soul to suit. 
Whose spirit works lest arms and legs want play ? 

To man, propose this test — 

Thy body at its best. 
How far can that project thy soul on its lone way ? 
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IX 



Yet gifts should prove their use ; 

I own the Past profuse 
Of power each side, perfection every turn ; 

Eyes, ears took in their dole. 

Brain treasured up the whole ; 
Should not the heart beat once ^ How good to live and learn ? ' 



Not once beat ' Praise be Thine I 

I see the whole design, 
I, who saw power, see now love perfect too : 

Perfect I call Thy plan : 

Thanks that I was a man ! 
Maker, remake, complete, — I trust what Thou shalt do 



XI 



For pleasant is this flesh ; 

Our soul, in its rose-mesh 
Pulled ever to the earth, still yearns for rest ; 

Would we some prize might hold 

To match those manifold 
Possessions of the brute, — gain most, as we did best ! 

6 




For thence^ — a ■paradox 

Which comforts •while it mocks, — 
Shall life succeed in that it seems to fail : 

What I aspired to be, 

And was not, comforts me : 
A brute I might have been, but would not sink i' the scale. 
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XII 



Let us not always say 

* Spite of this flesh to-day 
I strove, made head, gained ground upon the whole ! ' 

As the bird wings and sings, 

Let us cry *All good things 
Are ours, nor soul helps flesh more, now, than flesh helps soul ! 



XIII 



Therefore I summon age 

To grant youth's heritage, 
Life's struggle having so far reached its term : 

Thence shall I pass, approved 

A man, for aye removed 
From the developed brute ; a god though in the germ. 



XIV 



And I shall thereupon 
Take rest, ere I be gone 

Once more on my adventure brave and new : 
Fearless and unperplexed, 
When I wage battle next, 

What weapons to select, what armour to indue. 
B 9 
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XV 



Youth ended, I shall try 

My gain or loss thereby ; 
Leave the fire ashes, what survives is gold : 

And I shall weigh the same, 

Give life its praise or blame : 
Young, all lay in dispute ; I shall know, being old. 



XVI 



For note, when evening shuts, 

A certain moment cuts 
The deed ofF, calls the glory fi-om the grey : 

A whisper from the west 

Shoots — *Add this to the rest, 
Take it and try its worth : here dies another day.' 



XVII 



So, still within this life. 

Though lifted o'er its strife. 
Let me discern, compare, pronounce at last, 

' This rage was right i' the main. 

That acquiescence vain : 
The Future I may face now I have proved the Past.' 

lO 




Touth ended, I shall try 

My gain or loss thereby ; 
Leave the fire ashes, what survives is gold : 

And I shall weigh the same. 

Give life its praise or blame : 
Toung, all lay in dispute ,■ / shall know, being old. 
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XVIII 

For more is not reserved 

To man, with soul just nerved 

To act to-morrow what he learns to-day : 
Here, work enough to watch 
The Master work, and catch 

Hints of the proper craft, tricks of the tool's true play. 



XIX 

As it was better, youth 

Should strive, through acts uncouth. 
Toward making, than repose on aught found made : 

So, better, age, exempt 

From strife, should know, than tempt 
Further. Thou waitedest age : wait death nor be afraid 



XX 

Enough now, if the Right 

And Good and Infinite 
Be named here, as thou callest thy hand thine own, 

With knowledge absolute. 

Subject to no dispute 
From fools that crowded youth, nor let thee feel alone. 
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XXI 



Be there, for once and all, 

Severed great minds from small, 
Announced to each his station in the Past ! 

Was I, the world arraigned. 

Were they, my soul disdained. 
Right ? Let age speak the truth and give us peace at last ! 



XXII 



Now, who shall arbitrate ? 

Ten men love what I hate. 
Shun what I follow, slight what I receive ; 

Ten, who in ears and eyes 

Match me : we all surmise. 
They this thing, and I that : whom shall my soul believe ? 



XXIII 



Not on the vulgar mass 

Called ' work,' must sentence pass. 

Things done, that took the eye and had the price ; 
O'er which, from level stand. 
The low world laid its hand. 

Found straightway to its mind, could value in a trice : 




As it was better, youth 

Should strive, through acts uncouth. 
Toward making, than repose on aught found made ; 

So, better, age, exempt 

From strife, should know, than tempt 
Further. Thou waitedest age . wait death nor be afraid ! 
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XXIV 



But all, the world's coarse thumb 

And finger failed to plumb, 
So passed in making up the main account ; 

All instincts immature, 

All purposes unsure, 
That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the man's amount 



XXV 



Thoughts hardly to be packed 

Into a narrow act. 
Fancies that broke through language and escaped ; 

All I could never be. 

All, men ignored in me. 
This, I was worth to God, whose wheel the pitcher shaped. 



XXVI 



Ay, note that Potter's wheel, 

That metaphor ! and feel 
Why time spins fast, why passive lies our clay, — 

Thou, to whom fools propound, 

When the wine makes its round, 
* Since life fleets, all is change ; the Past gone, seize to-day ! ' 

17 



Rabbi ^en Ezra 



XXVII 



Fool ! All that is, at all, 

Lasts ever, past recall ; 
Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure : 

What entered into thee, 

That was, is, and shall be : 
Time's wheel runs back or stops : Potter and clay endure. 



XXVIII 

He fixed thee 'mid this dance 

Of plastic circumstance, 
This Present, thou, forsooth, wouldst fain arrest : 

Machinery just meant 

To give thy soul its bent. 
Try thee and turn thee forth, sufficiently impressed. 



XXIX 

What though the earlier grooves 
Which ran the laughing loves 

Around thy base, no longer pause and press ? 
What though, about thy rim, 
Scull-things in order grim 

Grow out, in graver mood, obey the sterner stress ? 

i8 




'But all, the world's coarse thumb 

And finger failed to plumb. 
So passed in making up the main account ; 

All instincts immature. 

All purposes unsure. 
That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the man's amount. 



Thoughts hardly to he packed 

Into a narrow act. 
Fancies that broke through language and escaped ; 

All I could never be. 

All, men ignored in me. 
This, I was worth to God, whose wheel the pitcher shaped. 

Page 17. 




Thou, to whom fools propound, 
When the wine makes its round, 
' Since life fleets, all is change ; the Past gone, seize to-day /' 

Fool! All that is, at all. 

Lasts ever, past recall; 
Earth changes, hut thy soul and God stand sure : 

TVhat entered into thee. 

That was, is, and shall he : 
Time's wheel runs hack or stops : Potter and clay endure. 
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XXX 



Look not thou down but up ! 

To uses of a cup, 
The festal board, lamp's flash and trumpet's peal, 

The new mine's foaming flow. 

The Master's lips a-glow ! 
Thou, heaven's consummate cup, what need'st thou with 

earth's wheel ? 



XXXI 



But I need, now as then, 

Thee, God, who mouldest men ; 

And since, not even while the whirl was worst. 
Did I, — to the wheel of life 
With shapes and colours rife, 

Bound dizzily, — mistake my end, to slake Thy thirst : 



XXXII 



So, take and use Thy work : 

Amend what flaws may lurk. 
What strain o' the stuff, what warpings past the aim ! 

My times be in Thy hand ! 

Perfect the cup as planned ! 
Let age approve of youth, and death complete the same ! 

23 




What though the earlier grooves 

Which ran the laughing loves 
Around thy base, no longer pause and press ? 

What though, about thy rim, 

Scull-thtngs In order grim 
Grow out. In graver mood, obey the sterner stress P 



Look not thou down but up ! 

To uses of a cup. 
The festal board, lamp's flash aud trumpet' s peal. 

The new mini s foaming flow. 

The Master'' s lips a-glow I 
Thou, heaven s consummate cup, what need'st thou with earth* s wheel ? 
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JAMES LEE'S WIFE SPEAKS AT THE WINDOW 

I 

Ah, Love but a day 

And the world has changed ! 

The sun 's away, 

And the bird estranged ; 

The wind has dropped, 
And the sky 's deranged : 

Summer has stopped. 

II 

Look in my eyes ! 

Wilt thou change too ? 
Should I fear surprise ? 

Shall I find aught new 
In the old and dear. 

In the good and true, 
With the changing year ? 
D 29 
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III 



Thou art a man, 
But I am thy love. 

For the lake, its swan ; 
For the dell, its dove ; 

And for thee — (oh, haste !) 
Me, to bend above. 

Me, to hold embraced. 



30 
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II 

BY THE FIRESIDE 



Is all our fire of shipwreck wood, 

Oak and pine ? 
Oh, for the ills half-understood, 

The dim dead woe 

Long ago 
Befallen this bitter coast of France ! 
Well, poor sailors took their chance ; 

I take mine. 

II 

A ruddy shaft our fire must shoot 

O'er the sea ; 
Do sailors eye the casement — mute, 

Drenched and stark. 

From their bark — 
And envy, gnash their teeth for hate 
O' the warm safe house and happy freight 

— Thee and me ? 
31 
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III 

God help you, sailors, at your need ! 

Spare the curse ! 
For some ships, safe in port indeed. 

Rot and rust, 

Run to dust. 
All through worms i' the wood, which crept. 
Gnawed their hearts out while we slept ; 

That is worse. 



IV 

Who lived here before us two ? 

Old-world pairs. 
Did a woman ever — would I knew ! — 

Watch the man 

With whom began 
Love's voyage full-sail, — (now, gnash your teeth !) 
When planks start, open hell beneath 

Unawares ? 
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in 

IN THE DOORWAY 



The swallow has set her six young on the rail, 

And looks seaward : 
The water 's in stripes like a snake, olive-pale 

To the leeward, — 
On the weather-side, black, spotted white with the wind. 
' Good fortune departs, and disaster 's behind,' — 
Hark, the wind with its wants and its infinite wail ! 



II 

Our fig-tree, that leaned for the saltness, has furled 

Her five fingers. 
Each leaf like a hand opened wide to the world 

Where there lingers 
No glint of the gold, Summer sent for her sake : 
How the vines writhe in rows, each impaled on its 

stake ! 
My heart shrivels up and my spirit shrinks curled. 

33 
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III 



Yet here are we two ; we have love, house enough, 

With the field there. 
This house of four rooms, that field red and rough. 

Though it yield there. 
For the rabbit that robs, scarce a blade or a bent; 
If a magpie alight now, it seems an event ; 
And they both will be gone at November's rebuff. 



IV 



But why must cold spread ? but wherefore bring change 

To the spirit, 
God meant should mate his with an infinite range. 

And inherit 
His power to put life in the darkness and cold ? 
Oh, live and love worthily, bear and be bold ! 
Whom Summer made friends of, let Winter estrange ! 



34 
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IV 
ALONG THE BEACH 



I WILL be quiet and talk with you, 
And reason why you are wrong, 

You wanted my love — '\% that much true ? 

And so I did love, so I do; 

What has come of it all along ? 

II 

I took you — how could I otherwise ? 

For a world to me, and more ; 
For all, love greatens and glorifies 
Till God's a-glow, to the loving eyes. 

In what was mere earth before. 

Ill 

Yes, earth — yes, mere ignoble earth ! 

Now do I mis-state, mistake ? 
Do I wrong your weakness and call it worth ? 
Expect all harvest, dread no dearth. 

Seal my sense up for your sake ? 

35 
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IV 



oh, Love, Love, no, Love ! not so, indeed ! 

You were just weak earth, I knew : 
With much in you waste, with many a weed, 
And plenty of passions run to seed, 

But a Httle good grain too. 



Aijd such as you were, I took you for mine: 

Did not you find me yours, 
To watch the oHve and wait the vine. 
And wonder when rivers of oil and wine 

Would flow, as the Book assures? 



VI 



Well, and if none of these good things came. 

What did the failure prove ? 
The man was my whole world, all the same. 
With his flowers to praise or his weeds to blame. 

And, either or both, to love. 

36 
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VII 



Yet this turns now to a fault — there ! there ! 

That I do love, watch too long, 
And wait too well, and weary and wear ; 
And 'tis all an old story, and my despair 

Fit subject for some new song : 



VIII 



* How the light, light love, he has wings to fly 

At suspicion of a bond: 
My wisdom has bidden your pleasure good-bye. 
Which will turn up next in a laughing eye. 

And why should you look beyond ? ' 
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V 

ON THE CLIFF 

I 
I LEANED on the turf, 
I looked at a rock 
Left dry by the surf; 

For the turf, to call it grass were to mock : 
Dead to the roots, so deep was done 
The work of the summer sun. 

II 

And the rock lay flat 

As an anvil's face : 

No iron like that ! 

Baked dry; of a weed, of a shell, no trace; 

Sunshine outside, but ice at the core. 

Death's altar by the lone shore. 

Ill 
On the turf, sprang gay 
With his films of blue. 
No cricket, I '11 say, 

38 
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But a warhorse, barded and chanfroned too, 
The gift of a quixote-mage to his knight, 
Real fairy, with wings all right. 



IV 

On the rock, they scorch 

Like a drop of fire 

From a brandished torch. 

Fall two red fans of a butterfly : 

No turf, no rock : in their ugly stead. 

See, wonderfiil blue and red ! 

V 

Is it not so 

With the minds of men ? 

The level and low, 

The burnt and bare, in themselves ; but then 

With such a blue and red grace, not theirs, — 

Love settling unawares ! 
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VI 
READING A BOOK, UNDER THE CLIFF 



* Still ailing, Wind ? Wilt be appeased or no ? 

Which needs the other's office, thou or I ? 
Dost want to be disburthened of a woe, 

And can, in truth, my voice untie 
Its links, and let it go ? 

II 
' Art thou a dumb wronged thing that would be righted, 

Entrusting thus thy cause to me ? Forbear ! 
No tongue can mend such pleadings ; faith, requited 

With falsehood, — love, at last aware 
Of scorn, — hopes, early blighted, — 

III 

' We have them ; but I know not any tone 

So fit as thine to falter forth a sorrow: 
Dost think men would go mad without a moan, 

If they knew any way to borrow 
A pathos like thy own ? 

40 
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IV 



* Which sigh wouldst mock, of all the sighs ? The one 
So long escaping from lips starved and blue, 

That lasts while on her pallet-bed the nun 

Stretches her length ; her foot comes through 

The straw she shivers on ; 



' You had not thought she was so tall : and spent. 
Her shrunk lids open, her lean fingers shut 

Close, close, their sharp and livid nails indent 
The clammy palm ; then all is mute : 

That way, the spirit went. 



VI 



* Or wouldst thou rather that I understand 
Thy will to help me ? — like the dog I found 

Once, pacing sad this solitary strand, 

Who would not take my food, poor hound, 

But whined and licked my hand.' 

41 
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VII 



All this, and more, comes from some young man's pride 
Of power to see, — in failure and mistake, 

Relinquishment, disgrace, on every side, — 
Merely examples for his sake, 

Helps to his path untried : 



VIII 



Instances he must — simply recognize ? 

Oh, more than so ! — must, with a learner's zeal, 
Make doubly prominent, twice emphasize. 

By added touches that reveal 
The god in babe's disguise. 



IX 

Oh, he knows what defeat means, and the rest ! 

Himself the undefeated that shall be : 
Failure, disgrace, he flings them you to test, — 

His triumph, in eternity 
Too plainly manifest ! 

42 




That 's a new question ; still replies the fact. 
Nothing endures : the wind moans, saying so ; 

IVe moan in acquiescence : there 's life's pact. 
Perhaps probation — do I know ? 

God does : endure His act ! 

Only, for man, how bitter not to grave 

On his sours hands^ palms one fair good wise thing 
"Just as he grasped it ! For himself, death's wave ; 

ff^hile time first washes — ah, the sting ! — 
O'er all he V sink to save. 
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X 



Whence, judge if he learn forthwith what the wind 
Means in its moaning — by the happy prompt 

Instinctive way of youth, I mean ; for kind 
Calm years, exacting their accompt 

Of pain, mature the mind : 



XI 



And some midsummer morning, at the lull 
Just about daybreak, as he looks across 

A sparkling foreign country, wonderful 
To the sea's edge for gloom and gloss, 

Next minute must annul. — 



XII 



Then, when the wind begins among the vines. 
So low, so low, what shall it say but this ? 

' Here is the change beginning, here the lines 
Circumscribe beauty, set to bliss 

The limit time assigns.' 
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XIII 



Nothing can be as it has been before; 

Better, so call >t, only not the same. 
To draw one beauty into our hearts' core, 

And keep it changeless ! such our claim ; 
So answered, — Never more 1 



XIV 



Simple ? Why this is the old woe o' the world ; 

Tune, to whose rise and fall we live and die. 
Rise with it, then ! Rejoice that man is hurled 

From change to change unceasingly, 
His soul's wings never furled 1 



XV 



That 's a new question ; still replies the fact. 
Nothing endures : the wind moans, saying so ; 

We moan in acquiescence : there 's life's pact. 
Perhaps probation — do / know ? 

God does : endure His act ! 
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XVI 



Only, for man, how bitter not to grave 

On his soul's hands' palms one fair good wise thing 
Just as he grasped it ! For himself, death's wave j 

While time first washes — ah, the sting ! — 
O'er all he 'd sink to save. 
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VII 
AMONG THE ROCKS 



Oh, good gigantic smile o' the brown old earth, 
This autumn morning ! How he sets his bones 

To bask i' the sun, and thrusts out knees and feet 

For the ripple to run over in its mirth ; 

Listening the while, where on the heap of stones 

The white breast of the sea-lark twitters sweet. 

II 

That is the doctrine, simple, ancient, true ; 

Such is life's trial, as old earth smiles and knows. 
If you loved only what were worth your love. 
Love were clear gain, and wholly well for you : 

Make the low nature better by your throes ! 
Give earth yourself, go up for gain above. 
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VIII 
BESIDE THE DRAWING BOARD 

I 

* As like as a Hand to another Hand ! ' 

Who ever said that foolish thing, 
Could not have studied to understand 
The counsels of God in fashioning, 
Out of the infinite love of His heart. 
This Hand, w^hose beauty I praise, apart 
From the w^orld of w^onder left to praise. 
If I tried to learn the other w^ays 
Of love in its skill, or love in its powder. 
' As like as a Hand to another Hand : ' 
Who said that, never took his stand. 
Found and follow^ed, like me, an hour, 
The beauty in this, — how free, how^ fine 
To fear, almost, — of the limit-line ! 
As I looked at this, and learned and drew, 

Drew and learned, and looked again. 
While fast the happy minutes flew. 
Its beauty mounted into my brain. 
And a fancy seized me ; I was fain 

49 



James Lees Wife 

To efface my work, begin anew, 

Kiss what before I only drew ? 

Ay, laying the red chalk 'twixt my lips. 
With soul to help if the mere lips failed, 
I kissed all right where the drawing ailed, 

Kissed fast the grace that somehow slips 

Still from one's soulless finger-tips. 

II 

'Tis a clay cast, the perfect thing. 

From Hand live once, dead long ago : 
Princess-like it wears the ring 

To fancy's eye, by which we know 
That here at length a master found 

His match, a proud lone soul its mate, 
As soaring genius sank to ground. 

And pencil could not emulate 
The beauty in this, — how free, how fine 
To fear almost ! — of the limit-line. 
Long ago the god, like me 
The worm, learned, each in our degree : 
Looked and loved, learned and drew, 

Drew and learned and loved again, 
While fast the happy minutes flew. 

Till beauty mounted into his brain 
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And on the finger which outvied 

His art he placed the ring that 's there, 

Still by fancy's eye descried, 
In token of a marriage rare : 
For him on earth, his art's despair, 

For him in heaven, his soul's fit bride. 



Ill 

Little girl with the poor coarse hand 

I turned fi-om to a cold clay cast — 
I have my lesson, understand 

The worth of flesh and blood at last. 
Nothing but beauty in a Hand ? 

Because he could not change the hue. 
Mend the lines and make them true 
To this which met his soul's demand, — 

Would Da Vinci turn from you ? 
I hear him laugh my woes to scorn — 
* The fool forsooth is all forlorn 
Because the beauty, she thinks best, 
Lived long ago or was never born, — 
Because no beauty bears the test 
In this rough peasant Hand ! Confessed ! 
" Art is null and study void ! " 
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So sayest thou ? So said not I, 
Who threw the feulty pencil by, 

And years instead of hours employed, 

Learning the veritable use 

Of flesh and bone and nerve beneath 
Lines and hue of the outer sheath, 

If haply I might reproduce 

One motive of the powers profuse. 

Flesh and bone and nerve that make 
The poorest coarsest human hand 
An object worthy to be scanned 

A whole life long for their sole sake. 

Shall earth and the cramped moment- space 

Yield the heavenly crowning grace ? 

Now the parts and then the whole ! 

Who art thou, with stinted soul 
And stunted body, thus to cry 

" Llove, — shall that be life's strait dole ? 
I must live beloved or die ! " 

This peasant hand that spins the wool 
And bakes the bread, why lives it on. 
Poor and coarse with beauty gone, — 

What use survives the beauty ? ' Fool ! 

Go, little girl with the poor coarse hand ! 
I have my lesson, shall understand. 



James Lees Wife 



IX 
ON DECK 



There is nothing to remember in me, 

Nothing I ever said with a grace, 
Nothing I did that you care to see, 

Nothing I was that deserves a place 
In your mind, now I leave you, set you free. 

II 

Conceded ! In turn, concede to me. 

Such things have been as a mutual flame. 

Your soul 's locked fast ; but, love for a key. 
You might let it loose, till I grew the same 

In your eyes, as in mine you stand : strange plea I 

III 

For then, then, what would it matter to me 
That I was the harsh ill-favoured one? 

We both should be like as pea and pea ; 
It was ever so since the world begun: 

So, let me proceed with my reverie. 
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IV 



How strange it were if you had all me, 
As I have all you in my he?rt and brain, 

You, whose least word brought gloom or glee. 
Who never lifted the hand in vain — 

Will hold mine yet, from over the sea ! 



Strange, if a face, when you thought of me. 
Rose like your own face present now. 

With eyes as dear in their due degree. 

Much such a mouth, and as bright a brow. 

Till you saw yourself, while you cried ' 'Tis She I * 



VI 



Well, you may, you must, set down to me 
Love that was life, life that was love ; 

A tenure of breath at your lips' decree, 

A passion to stand as your thoughts approve, 

A rupture to fall where your foot might be. 
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VII 

But did one touch of such love for me 
Come in a word or a look of yours, 

Whose words and looks will, circling, flee 
Round me and round while life endures,- 

Could I fancy 'As I feel, thus feels he'; 



VIII 



Why, fade you might to a thing like me. 

And your hair grow these coarse hanks of hair, 

Your skin, this bark of a gnarled tree, — 

You might turn myself! — should I know or care 

When I should be dead of joy, James Lee ? 
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There shall never be one lost good! What was, shall live as before ; 

The evil is null, is nought, is silence implying sound ; 
What was good shall be good, with, for evil, so much good more ; 

On the earth the broken arcs ; in the heaven, a perfect round. 



All we have willed or hoped or dreamed of good shall exist ; 

Not its semblance, but itself; no beauty, nor good, nor power 
Whose voice has gone forth, but each survives for the melodist 

When eternity affirms the conception of an hour. 
The high that proved too high, the heroic for earth too hard. 

The passion that left the ground to lose itself in the sky. 
Are music sent up to God by the lover and the hard ; 

Enough that H.£ heard it once : we shall hear it by and by. 
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{After he has been extemporizing upon the musical instrument of his invention) 



Would that the structure brave, the manifold music I build, 

Bidding my organ obey, calling its keys to their work, 
Claiming each slave of the sound, at a touch, as when Solomon 
willed 
Armies of angels that soar, legions of demons that lurk, 
Man, brute, reptile, fly, — ^alien of end and of aim. 

Adverse, each from the other heaven-high, hell-deep re- 
moved, — 
Should rush into sight at once as he named the ineflable Name, 
And pile him a palace straight, to pleasure the princess he 
loved ! 

II 

Would it might tarry like his, the beautiful building of mine. 
This which my keys in a crowd pressed and importuned to 
raise ! 
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Ah, one and all, how they helped, would dispart now and now 
combine. 
Zealous to hasten the work, heighten their master his 
praise ! 
And one would bury his brow with a blind plunge down to 
hell. 
Burrow awhile and build, broad on the roots of things, 
Then up again swim into sight, having based me my palace 
well. 
Founded it, fearless of flame, flat on the nether springs. 



Ill 

And another would mount and march, like the excellent 
minion he was. 
Ay, another and yet another, one crowd but with many a 
crest, 
Raising my rampired walls of gold as transparent as glass, 

Eager to do and die, yield each his place to the rest : 
For higher still and higher (as a runner tips with fire, 
When a great illumination surprises a festal night — 
Outlining round and round Rome's dome fi-om space to 
spire) 
Up, the pinnacled glory reached, and the pride of my soul 
was in sight. 
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IV 



In sight ? Not half ! for it seemed, it was certain, to match 
man's birth, 
Nature in turn conceived, obeying an impulse as I ; 
And the emulous heaven yearned down, made effort to reach 
the earth. 
As the earth had done her best, in my passion, to scale the sky : 
Novel splendours burst forth, grew familiar and dwelt with mine. 
Not a point nor peak but found and fixed its wandering 
star; 
Meteor-moons, balls of blaze : and they did not pale nor pine. 
For earth had attained to heaven, there was no more near 
nor far. 



Nay more ; for there wanted not who walked in the glare and 
glow. 
Presences plain in the place ; or, fresh from the Protoplast, 
Furnished for ages to come, when a kindlier wind should blow. 
Lured now to begin and Hve, in a house to their liking at last ; 
Or else the wonderful Dead who have passed through the 
body and gone. 
But were back once more to breathe in an old world worth 

their new : 
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what never had been, was now ; what was, as it shall be anon ; 
And what is, — shall I say, matched both ? for I was made 
perfect too. 

VI 

All through my keys that gave their sounds to a wish of my soul, 
All through my soul that praised as its wish flowed visibly 
forth. 
All through music and me ! For think, had I painted the whole, 
Why, there it had stood, to see, nor the process so wonder- 
worth ; 
Had I written the same, made verse — still, effect proceeds from 
cause. 
Ye know why the forms are fair, ye hear how the tale is told ; 
It is all triumphant art, but art in obedience to laws. 

Painter and poet are proud in the artist-list enrolled : — 



VII 

But here is the finger of God, a flash of the will that can. 

Existent behind all laws, that made them and, lo, they are ! 
And I know not if, save in this, such gift be allowed to man. 
That out of three sounds he frame, not a fourth sound, but 
a star, 
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Consider it well : each tone of our scale in itself is nought ; 

It is everywhere in the world — loud, soft, and all is said : 
Give it to me to use ! I mix it with two in my thought : 

And, there ! Ye have heard and seen : consider and bow 
the head ! 



VIII 



Well, it is gone at last, the palace of music I reared ; 

Gone ! and the good tears start, the praises that come too slow ; 
For one is assured at first, one scarce can say that he feared. 

That he even gave it a thought, the gone thing was to go. 
Never to be again ! But many more of the kind 

As good, nay, better perchance : is this your comfort to me ? 
To me, who must be saved because I cling with my mind 

To the same, same self, same love, same God : ay, what 
was, shall be. 



IX 



Therefore to whom turn I but to Thee, the inefiable Name ? 
Builder and maker. Thou, of houses not made with hands ! 
What, have fear of change from Thee who art ever the same ? 
Doubt that Thy power can fill the heart that Thy power 
expands ? 
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There shall never be one lost good ! What was, shall live as 
before ; 

The evil is null, is nought, is silence implying sound ; 
What w^as good shall be good, with, for evil, so much good more ; 

On the earth the broken arcs ; in the heaven, a perfect round. 



All we have willed or hoped or dreamed of good shall exist; 

Not its semblance, but itself ; no beauty, nor good, nor power 
Whose voice has gone forth, but each survives for the melodist 

When eternity affirms the conception of an hour. 
The high that proved too high, the heroic for earth too hard. 

The passion that left the ground to lose itself in the sky. 
Are music sent up to God by the lover and the bard ; 

Enough that He heard it once : we shall hear it by and by. 



XI 



And what is our failure here but a triumph's evidence 

For the fulness of the days ? Have we withered or agonized ? 
Why else was the pause prolonged but that singing might issue 
thence ? 
Why rushed the discords in but that harmony should be 
prized ? 
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Sorrow is hard to bear, and doubt Is slow to clear. 

Each sufferer says his say, his scheme of the weal and woe : 

But God has a few of us whom He whispers in the ear ; 
The rest may reason and welcome: 'tis we musicians know. 
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Sorrow is hard to bear, and doubt is slow to clear, 

Each sufferer says his say, his scheme of the weal and woe 

But God has a few of us whom He whispers in the ear ; 
The rest may reason and welcome : 'tis we musicians know. 



XII 

Well, it is earth with me ; silence resumes her reign : 

I will be patient and proud, and soberly acquiesce. 
Give me the keys. I feel for the common chord again. 

Sliding by semitones, till I sink to the minor, — yes. 
And I blunt it into a ninth, and I stand on alien ground, 

Surveying awhile the heights I rolled from into the deep ; 
Which, hark, I have dared and done, for my resting-place is 
found. 

The C Major of this life : so, now I will try to sleep. 
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Apparent Failure 

'We shall soon lose a celebrated building.' 

Paris Newspaper. 



No, for I '11 save it ! Seven years since, 

I passed through Paris, stopped a day 
To see the baptism of your Prince ; 

Saw, made my bow, and went my way 
Walking the heat and headache off, 

I took the Seine-side, you surmise. 
Thought of the Congress, Gortschakoff, 

Cavour's appeal and Buol's replies, 
So sauntered till — what met my eyes ? 



II 

Only the Doric little Morgue ! 

The dead-house where you show your drowned 
Petrarch's Vaucluse makes proud the Sorgue, 

Your Morgue has made the Seine renowned. 
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One pays one's debt in such a case ; 

I plucked up heart and entered, — stalked, 
Keeping a tolerable face 

Compared with some whose cheeks were chalked 
Let them ! No Briton 's to be baulked ! 



Ill 



First came the silent gazers ; next, 

A screen of glass, we 're thankful for ; 
Last, the sight's self, the sermon's text. 

The three men who did most abhor 
Their life in Paris yesterday, 

So killed themselves : and now, enthroned 
Each on his copper couch, they lay 

Fronting me, waiting to be owned. 
I thought, and think, their sin 's atoned. 



IV 

Poor men, God made, and all for that ! 

The reverence struck me ; o'er each head 
Religiously was hung its hat. 

Each coat dripped by the owner's bed, 
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Sacred from touch : each had his berth, 
His bounds, his proper place of rest. 

Who last night tenanted on earth 

Some arch, where twelve such slept abreast,- 

Unless the plain asphalte seemed best. 



How did it happen, my poor boy? 

You wanted to be Buonaparte 
And have the Tuileries for toy. 

And could not, so it broke your heart ? 
You, old one by his side, I judge. 

Were, red as blood, a socialist, 
A leveller ! Does the Empire grudge 

You 've gained what no Republic missed ? 
Be quiet, and unclench your fist ! 



VI 



And this — why, he was red in vain. 
Or black, — poor fellow that is blue ! 

What fancy was it turned your brain ? 
Oh, women were the prize for you ! 
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Money gets women, cards and dice 
Get money, and ill-luck gets just 

The copper couch and one clear nice 
Cool squirt of water o'er your bust, 

The right thing to extinguish lust ! 



VII 

It 's wiser being good than bad ; 

It 's safer being meek than fierce : 
It 's fitter being sane than mad. 

My own hope is, a sun will pierce 
The thickest cloud earth ever stretched ; 

That, after Last, returns the First, 
Though a wide compass round be fetched; 

That what began best, can't end worst. 
Nor what God blessed once, prove accurst. 
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It 's wiser being good than bad ; 

It 's safer being meek than fierce : 
It'' s fitter being sane than mad. 

My own hope is, a sun will pierce 
The thickest cloud earth ever stretched ; 

That, after Last, returns the First, 
Though a wide compass round be fetched ; 

That what began best, carCt end worst. 
Nor what God blessed once, prove accurst. 
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Fear death P — to feel the fog tn my throat. 

The mist in my face, 
When the snows begin, and the blasts denote 

I am Hearing the place. 
The power of the night, the press of the storm. 

The post of the foe ; 
JVhere he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form. 

Yet the strong man must go : 
For the journey is done and the summit attained. 

And the barriers fall. 
Though a battle's to fight ere the guerdon be gained. 

The reward of it all. 
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Fear death ? — to feel the fog in my throat, 

The mist in my face, 
When the snows begin, and the blasts denote 

I am nearing the place, 
The power of the night, the press of the storm. 

The post of the foe; 
Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form. 

Yet the strong man must go : 
For the journey is done and the summit attained. 

And the barriers fall. 
Though a battle's to fight ere the guerdon be gained, 

The reward of it all. 
I was ever a fighter, so — one fight more, 

The best and the last ! 
I would hate that death bandaged my eyes, and forbore, 

And bade me creep past. 
No ! let me taste the whole of it, fare like my peers 

The heroes of old. 
Bear the brunt, in a minute pay glad life's arrears 

Of pain, darkness and cold. 
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For sudden the worst turns the best to the brave, 

The black minute 's at end, 
And the elements' rage, the fiend-voices that rave. 

Shall dw^indle, shall blend. 
Shall change, shall become first a peace out of pain, 

Then a light, then thy breast, 
O thou soul of my soul ! I shall clasp thee again, 

And v^ith God be the rest ! 
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